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TO MY FRIEND WILL D'AVENANT, UPON HIS POEM
OF "MADAGASCAR"

WHAT mighty princes poets are! those things

The great ones stick at, and our very kings

Lay down, they venture on; and with great ease

Discover, conquer, what and where they please.

Some phlegmatic sea-captain would have stay'd          5

For money now, or victuals; not have weigh'd

Anchor without 'em; thou, Will, dost not stay

So much as for a wind, but go'st away,

Land'st, view'st the country; fight Jst, put'st all to rout,

Before another could be putting out!                            10

And now the news in town is, D'Av'nant 's come

From Madagascar, fraught with laurel home;

And welcome, Will, for the first time; but prithee,

In thy next voyage bring the gold too with thee.

TO MY FRIEND WILL D'AVENANT, ON HIS OTHER
POEMS

THOU hast redeem'd us, Will, and future times

Shall not account unto the age's crimes

Dearth of pure wit. Since the great lord of it,

Donne, parted hence, no man has ever writ

So near him, in 's own way: I would commend            5

Particulars; but then, how should I end

Without a volume? Ev'ry line of thine

Would ask (to praise it right) twenty of mine.

"LOVE, REASON, HATE"

LOVE, Reason, Hate, did once bespeak
Three mates to play at barley-break:
Love Folly took; and Reason, Fancy;
And Hate consorts with Pride; so dance they:
Love coupled last, and so it fell,
That Love and Folly were in hell.

They break, and Love would Reason meet,
But Hate was nimbler on her feet;